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BIRTH- DAY Op RE. 


Hic dies Anno redeunte feſtus 
N | 
WHILE forget the Scenes of Woe, 
Forbid awhile the Tears to flow, 


1 
A The pitying Sighs to riſe, 


Turn from the Axe the Thoughts away, 
f Tis — that bids us crown the Day, 
And end the 1 in Joys. 


So when black Clouds, ind beating Rain, 

With Storms the Face of Nature ſtain, 
And all in Gloom appears, 

If Phabus deign a ſhort-liv'd Smile, 

The Face of Nature charms awhile, 
Awhile the Proſpect chears. 


Come then, and while we largely pour 
Libations to the gemial Hour 

That gave our Hero Birth, 
Let us invoke the tuneful Nine 
To ling a Theme like them Divine, 


Jo {ing our Hero's Worth. 
How 


(2) 


How on his tender Infant Years 

The careful Hand of Heaven appears, 
To watch his choſen Care; 

Eſtrang'd to every Foe to Truth, 

Virtuous Affliction form'd his Youth, 


Inſtructive, tho' ſevere. 


No ſinful Court its Poiſon . 
An early Bane his Life to taint, 
And blaſt his young Renown, 
His Father's Virtues fired his Heart, 
His Father's Sufferings Truths impart, 


That form'd him for a 2 


6. 
How at an Age when Pleaſure's Charms 
Allure the Stripling to her Arms, 
He form'd the great Deſign, 
T” aſſert his injured Father's Cauſe, 
Reſtore his ſuff ring Country's Laws, 
And prove his Right Divine. 
7. 
How when on Scotias Beach he ſtood, 
The wond'ring Throng around him croud 
To bend th' obedient Knee, 
Then thinking on their Country chain'd, 
They wept ſuch Worth ſo long detain'd 
By Heav'n's {evere Decree. 
8; 
Whene'er he moves, in ſweet Amaze 
All Ranks with Tranſport on him gaze, 
Een Griet forgets to pine, 
The wiſeſt Sage, the chaſteſt F air, 
Applaud his Senſe, and praiſe his Air, 
Thus made with Grace Divine, 


How 


(3) 


5 9. 
How great in all the Soldier's Art, 
With Judgment calm, with Fire of Heart, 
He bid the Battle glow, 
Yet greater on the conquer'd Plain, 
He felt each wounded Captive's Pain, 
More like a Friend than Foe. 
10. 
By Good unmov'd, in IIIs reſign'd, 
No Change of Fortune chang'd his Mind 
Tenacious of his Aim; 
In vain the Gales propitious blew, 
Affliction's Darts as vainly flew, 
His Mind was ſtill the ſame. 
II. 
1 Check'd in his Glory's full Career, 
He felt no weak deſponding Fear, 
Amidſt Diſtreſſes great; 
By ev'ry Want and Danger preſt, Wc =_—_ 
No Care perplex'd his manly Breaſt, 
But for his Country's Fate. 
13 
For, oh! the Woes by Britain felt, 
Had not atton'd for Britain's Guilt, 
(So will'd offended Heaven) 
That yet awhile th' uſurping Hand, 
With Iron Rod ſhould rule the Land, | 
The Rod for Vengeance given. 
13. 
But in its Vengeance Heav'n 1s juſt, 
And ſoon Britannia from the Duſt 
Shall rear her Head again; 
Soon ſhall give Way th' uſurping Claim, 
And Peace and Plenty ſoon proclaim 
Again a Reign. 


_ 


What 


14. 

What Joys for happy Britain wait, 
When =— ſhall rule the Britiſh State 5 
Her ſullied Fame reſtore, 


When in full Tides of Tranſport toſt, 
Een Memory of her Wrongs is loſt, 


Nor G thought of more. 


_ 
The Nations round with wond'ring Eyes 
Shall ſee Britannia awful rife, 
As oft ſhe did of Yore 
And when ſhe holds the ballanc'd Scale, 
Oppreſſion ſhall no more prevail, 
But fly her happy Shore. 
I 6. 
Corruption, Vice on every Hand, 
No more ſhall lord it o'er the Land, 
With their ProteQtors fled, 
Old Eugliſb Virtues in their Place, 
With all their hoſpitable Race, 
Shall rear their decent Head. 
17. 
In peaceful Shades the happy Swain, 
With open Heart, and honeſt Strain, 


Shall ſing his long-wiſh'd Lord, 


Nor find a Tale ſo fit to move 
His liſt'ning Fair One's Heart to Love, 

As that of reſtor d. 

18. 

Tho' diſtant, let the Proſpect charm, 
And every gallant Boſom warm, 

Forbear each Tear and Sigh, 
Turn from the Axe the Thoughts away, 
Tis — that bids us crown the Day, 


And end the Night in Joyl 
e 
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